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Written at my Mother’s Grave,

“ % L p¥ e b, PRENTICR
The trembling dese drops fall

Upon the shutting flowers—like sauls at rest;
The stare shive most gloriously-—and all,
i Save me, s blest.
Woiber—] Jove thy gravel

#xiie vivtet, with its Wossoms blee end mild,
1Waves o'er thy head ~when shall it wave
™ ~ Abore thy chiid?

"'Ti_- the sweet flower—yet must

T ledve untasted life"s dark, bitter stream,
By tliee, 2s erst in childhood, lie,
.. Andgharethy dreams.
" And must 1linger hiere
To stain the plumage of my sinlase years,
And wourn the hopes to childbood dear
With bitter tears?

Aye—~must I linger here
A lonely branch upon a blasted tree,
Whose last frail leaf, untimely seore,
Went down with thee?

Oft from life’s withered bower,
In still communien with the past [ turn,
And muse on thee, the only flower
In memory's urn.

And whan the evesing pale,
Dows like & mourner on the dim, blue wave,
I stray to hear the night-winds wail
Aronnd thy grave.

Where ia thy epirit flown?
1 gaze above, thy look is imaged thore—
I listen—and thy gentle tone
1s on thew'r.

Oh come—whilst here [ presa
My brow upon thy grave—and in those mild
Aund thrilling tones of tenderness,
Bless, bless thy child.

Yes, blesa thy weeping child,
And o'er thy nm—rteligion's holiest shrine—
Oh, give his spirit undefiled,
To blend with thine.

Miscellanp.
Lily, or the Bride of the Grave,

BY VENETIA.
#TPhou'st gone asthe dew.drop is swepl by the
bough.”

More like a bright May morning than
like any thing of carth, was Lily Ross,
s little dainty creature, just skipping
out of seventeen, with a face of smiles
and sunlight. Not the bounding of the
tame deer in the park was lighter than
her footstep—not the deep blue of the
pring sky more clear than the heaven
;F her eye—not the delicate tinge of the
blush rose more fair than the hue of her
cheek—not the voice of the south wind
when it says, * Summer is born,” more
sweet than the girlish music of Lily
Ross, as she came with a dance and
a song, from the hall to the garden on
her bridal morning,

So must have thought the fond fa-
ther who looked from the open window
after his beautiful child; aud so must
have thought the graceful, fine looking

outh: who sprang from his half-reclin-
]Yug posture by a clump of hawthorns to
et her.

=

*#You are saucy, cousin Hugh! There,
o 18t me :Ia exclaimed, with the
faint pink ning on her cheek till a

red rose would have beon its meet em-
plem-—as though there was any harm
in the Kiss he stole from her lip, while

hdld hier, qni-verinﬁike a frightened
bird in bisarms—for he was her cousin
snd lw an hour wolld be her busband
Mears, either of pleasure or vexation
n'::l:fnll from her eyes, and when she
raised her head from the bosom where
.phe. had hidden ber burning. bluehes,
they. were glistening like a dewsdrop
ina ,violela-cu?.
1 #How [ shall like to bave just such
a glance beam on me all my life;” she
.aaid, ipher simple pretly. way, as she
met the deep earnestness ot the daik
eyes that never had such meaning for
Illfalher. o L

“And go you shall, dear’ Lily=there,
pow you: may go, forin an hour you
will be all my own.” . .

‘Bweet Lily!she laughed. and blushed,
and ‘pressed his hand to her lips, and

da .away. No wonder sho was
b%#e:!lq.iilh garrow and delight—sad
‘and sorrow, because that was the last
: dgy&tluvranhi spend béuin he_a; ov;;n';a‘ome;
“‘plad and hap use’ [ rem-
‘mingham 10.,257 her so .d_qsr_l;glhat of all
he fair beings of the world he had

,- her-as hnd-gim:hornhoma
i, his. heart, . She had effection enough,

that the doar girl has lived
fl&a v @ 0
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father. and mother and the little broth-
ors and sisters who idolized her, but
there was nomelhinglmore recious to
her in the love which was -ﬁ her own,

‘How lovely the l'l;s!” exclaimed Hugh,
peering. through the parling branc
of a peachetree till the Ig flutter of
her white'dress had disappeared from
view,

“And as good as she is lovely,” said
uncle Ross, as he came down the steps;
“she ismy best treasure, Hugh, a good
davghter. and she will be a good wife.
W e shall miss her, but you must cher-
ish her as we have done; xemember
alldier short,

MMANess 8 IGF AS
rched flowers needs the dew-drop.
oor little Lily! she believes every be-
ing in this world so pure as her own
pure self; she oughtnot to leave this
quiet country dwelling for a city home;
but she prefers youtoall of us., How
we shall miss her, but T'll trust her to
you; take her, Hogh, and God bless
you and herl” and inspite of himself
the good father could not speak two
sentences without a sob.

Meanwhile Lily visited the little rill
by the wall where she had played in
her childhood, and steod there thinkin
of the past days till the tears droppe
one by one I,ilnto the mlneg lhe; she

e over the pen to look at the pet
ffbﬁﬁs. and talked to them as reasgli-
ably as though they could understand
every word she spoke; finally she took
a parting look at the [flower plants
which had been her care, and bounded
through the garden door, to tell the
young brother and sister for the filli-
eth time, to water the lilies and take
good care of them for her sake,

“How I wish there wag no such
lhinﬁ as parting, mother, how dreadful
it will be to say farewell to home and
all, and know that ] never shall be with
you so much again, though Hugh will
come often, I know he will, But I
will not think of it now;” so Lily
brushed her hand across her eyes on
the wandering group, who wept, be-
cause she seemed unhappy.

“Now, mother, just one thing more,”
she said, as the mother’s careful fingers
looped up the sleeves of her dress with
a pale ribbon, and adjusted the curls
that had become disarranged in the run
through the shrubbery; “I must have
one flower—one of those blue violets
that bloom so late, you know, in the
dell of the brook. Don't say no, mother,
for I havn't another wish in the world.
It will be so love]y by the side of this
bud,” she added, touching a half-opened
white rose, placed by the hand of Hugh
in the parted lolds of snowy muslin
that rested on a neck almost rivalling
its whiteness, The mother could not
say noto the eager face raised inquir-
ingly to hers, and with a kiss on the
dimpled cheek, away sped Lily, while
that kind, matronly face looked after
her through the window, with a shade
of sadness at the lhou%hl of parting,
blended with the flush of maternal love
and pride.

“Where is Lily!” asked Temming-
ham a short time after. Mrs. Ross
mentioned the wish she had expressed,
and he started through the garden to
meet her. The walk was a short and
pleasant, very pleasant to him, foreve-
ry spring when he and Lily were chil-
dren, they had rambled there in quest
of wild flowers aud strawberries that
grew along the path. The bright ber-
ries were peeping out now in great
profusion from the clustering leaves on
the_knolls, for the little hands at .the
house had been so busy for a few days
in making preparations for the wedding,
that they had been permitted, though
over ripe, to remain undisturbed ont
vines. Every thing looked as beauti-
ful as it had a thousand times before,
and perhaps not more so; but to the
eyes of the young lover, skies never
smiled so softly nor green ficlas wore
go bright a hue as on that day; even
the gold robin, which yearly wove its
pendant nest on a branch ofthe old elm
tree by the water side, seemed to feel
an unusual happiness, for he thrilled out
his clear notes so Joudly that Hugh
paused a moment to listen.

It was not strange that Lily wished
to see those beautilul haunts once more,
and gather again some of the blue vio-
lets which bloowmed in a cool, quiet
place, so shaded by a tuflt of tall flags
and an overarching bank, that they
never reared their heads from the bed
of moss, till long, after their earlier sis-
ters were faded and gone.” Hughhad
twined them in her hair many a time,
‘and then peered up to see which was
the brighter blue,the laughing eye or the
flower that rested in the curl above it.

ona woyld hava thought, in the dear

Bot that was years ago when both

s | wreathe a garland of them, just a8
those modest blossoms were go like”

a T4 mh ncied
‘the er call s name, 10 look in the-willow

— —

wereighildren—since that time he ha
been- abhsent for morths, and even whel
he met the playmates of s infascy’
had hardly dared to take the cousin
erties of lormer days. Now,he wo

used to do, and place it in her hai;

own meek, gentle heart. With thesss
1huu7hta when he approached the dell]
and found that Lily bad almdi;‘{ -
he stooped down and hastily picked ugl
a handfal of the violets, pulling rools

and then hestarted to seek her inan
other of her favorite retreats, pansi

thicket, where she might have hid her-
self when she saw him coming. Lily
was not there, and with a smile at his
own fancy, in associating every sight
and sound with her, he turned into the
oak grove which had been a dear haunt
in their childhood. It was dearer now;
for on an autumn day in the last year,
he had sat with the young girl on the
fallen trunk of a tree, and whispered in
her ear for the first time, the wish that
she would be nearer than cousin tohim;
and Lily had answered with a blushing
cheek, what no one but Hugh ever
heard her lips confess. = There was
the old oak with the sunshine dancing
through the leaves; there was the seat,
and a tiny foot-print in the yieldin
moss below showed that Lily ha
been there; there too was a squirrel,
Ferhaps the same saucy one that had
istened to the tale of love. Hugh
looked at the little frisky thing as it
scampered over the rustling leaves and
up the trunk, nor stopped till it had
reached the fartherest branch where it
had bent down with a knowing look,
and seemed to tell him it was beyond
his reach. Then came remembrances
of the little Lily, who had so often dis-
suaded him from harming the bright
eyed creatures, though with true school-
boy taste, he was wishing much to try
his hand at a shot. Perhaps these
were simple thoughts, but trifling as
they were they came knocking at the
heart of the young man as he retraced
his steps lo the house.

“Ask Lily to come into the arbor a
moment,” he said to a little sister of
hers he met in the garden; and seatin
himself he commenced braiding the vi-
olets with a myrtle vine, in which laste~
ful employment he was supprised by
Mres. Ross, who came with an anxious
face to ask ifhe had not seen Lily.—
She had already been absent half an
hour, and it was hardly five minotes’
walk to the brook. Hugh was alarmed,
but observing that she might have en-
tered the house unnoticed, accompanied
by her mother, he sought her chamber.

he trunks ready packed up for the

journey, and boxes containing the books
and harp, were placed by the door.
There was the little straw bonnet, with
ils delicate ribbon and bridal wreath;
there was the veil and scarf of silvery
gauze; the white kid gloves, and a bo-
quet of forget-me-nots and rose buds,
and by their side the traveling basket o-
pen dlsglayingits neatly arranged con-
tents; but though all about bore traces
of her hand, the fair tenant of the a-
partment was not there. Mrs. Ross
was considerably agitated, but unwil-
ling to alarm any one by apprehensions
which might be groundless, kept hers
self as calmas fossih!e. and went about
inquiring for Lily,
o one had seen her since she pass
ed alone through the garden gate.
Tremmingham, half frantic, mentioned
the brook, and hither, accompanied by
the whole family, he speedily  went.
They called oloud, up and down the
stream, but the mocking echo was the
only answer; searched in the thickets
of the silver willow that fringed the
margin; looked carefully far dowan the
water.

Finally Hugh sprang under the rode
bridge where Lily, by skipping from
rock to rock had sometimes gone, to
reach a small sandy Island where the
scarlet cardinal flowers grew, Butall
in vain, till suddenly one of the party
saw farther down the brook something
white drifting around the rocks; and
among the green brake leaves that
dropped into_the water, It might be
foam—or it might be Lily —Swilt- as
thought Hugh dashed into the stream,
and a few moments after, appeared in
the midst of the anxious group, bearing
in his arms : slight g?m-wil:bi,u I:;Illl!
of snowery drapery clingi ut him,
the straw hat wE:h- its bimnsribbons fall-
ing over his shoulders, and the fair
sweet face ol his beantiful Lily resting
chilly, chilly as death against his cheek.
She had probably over the bank,
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{tip current, and while Hugh

and all in_his eagerness 1o get thems|
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waters and had been bore down'd
was stand-
 hear the same #pot, had called faint-
I on' his name, as she rose in an in-
nt to the surface. There had indeed,
Men no parting words—no farewell for
Mt sweet girl. Poor Lily! bot sadder
poor Hugh! Those who saw hun
guring to the home she had just left
tha merry smile and a jocund step,
; drooping being that he pressed so
#e 1o his heart—those that saw the
arful stare on his cold strange eyes,
8w, that-feom that moment the intel-
Bt of that noble youth was darkened,
JRidghat 10 all his afler life, there would
TRrigs i """%.w' 3

Instead of the bridal group in the
room tastefully arranged and ornament-
ed with flowers, there-leaned wearily,
as though smitten by some fearful blow,
the guests, who had come with smiles,
and found need—sad need of tears. In-
stead of the bride with glances of love
and pride, there lay on the marble ta~
ble—still, cold, and white as the mar~
ble itself, a graceful figure, lovely. in
death, The bridal robe, still damp
from the water, was the drapery; the
white rose bud lay withered on the
calm breast, the faded violets, firm in
the hand that clutched them in the
death struggle, rested on the young
heart, whose bealings were forever
hushed. There was an angel smile on
the round lips, and a beautiful vepose on
the close eye-lids, and something so life
like on the white brow, with its cluster-
ing ringlets of moist brown hair, that
it was hard to believe that the spirit
had fled.

Instead of cheerful words there were
stifled groans, and now and then a sob
as if some heart would break with its
weight of agony.  The childreus bright
faces wete all dimmed with tears their
eager voices hushed, their merry toot-
steps saddened into a measured pace.
And silently and reverently approach-
ed that room, all who had moved a-
bout with such careless feet on the mor-
ning of that day.

'glourn for the mourner and not for
the dead,” says the ancient dirge. Ab,
“mourn for the-mourner,”’ there by that
dead form, his hand pressed to the icy
fingers which pressed the withered vi-
olets, sat one, over whose head seemed
to come in one hour the burden of years.
On that fine countenance, now pale as
that on which he gazed, were stamped
the traces ofﬁrief that gnaw away the
very strength of life—and the only
words he was heard to utter, ‘Dear
Laly! how lonely this world will seem
to me when you are gone.”

And though years have rolled by,
and from many hearts has passed the
memory of that bright bride of the
grave, there is one caresworn man
who cherishes in his breast, as a holy
thing, the remembrance of her gentle.
ness and beauty; and who, as he sits in
his gloomy room, murmurs from morn-
ing till night only these sad wordsi—
“Dear Lily! how lonely this world will
seem to me when vou are gone.”

How strangely do joy and sorrow
meet in this world of ours! A smile—a
tear—Life—Death, only a step be-
tween |
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The Frozen Crew.

There are fearful wonders upon the
ocean—wonders in the lempest and in
the calm; in the tropical heat and in
the cold of the frozen seas. Thousands
and tens of thousands go down into the
deep and are seen no more forever.—
A more fearful fate has befallen a thou-
sand sons of the ocean.

Long before the idea of the existence
of the new world was contemplated
by the Europeans, the northern seas
had been traversed in every direction
by the daring free-booters of the North,
who often bore the title of the Kings
of the Secas. « They had. discovered
jceland, and the settlement there forms
ed, became an assylum for the hosts of
the porthern men who were driven
from Scandinavia, by the gradual ap-
proach of the southern civilization. Jn
time Iceland also sent forth her colo~
nies, and early in the tenth century ef-
fected a settlement on the coast of
Greenland. It long languished for the
want of sufficient population; at length
in 1388, Erick Raud, an leeland chief-
tain, fitted out an expedition of twenty
five gallies at Snefel, and being mann-
ed with sufficient crews of eolanists, set
forth from Iceland, bound to what :E-
peared to them -a more al eli-
mate. They sailed opon ocean
for fiteen days and saw no land. . The
next day brought with it a storm, and

Mountains of ice covered the sea as

and Joosing her foot hold, fallen into

SENTIN

many a gallant vessel sunk in the deep.|

Number 16.

gallies of fleet escaped destruction.

The morning of the sevenieenth day
was clear and cloudless. - The sea was
calm and far away to the north could
be seen the glare of the ice-feld re«
flected on the sky.

The remains of the shattered fleet

gathered ther to pursue their voy-
age. But the galley of Erick was not
with them, crew of a galley thai

was driven farther down than the rest,
reported that as the morning broke,
the huge fields of ice that had covered
the ocean, were driven by the current
past them, and they beheld the galley
of Erick Raud, borne by a resistless

foree and the s of the wind before
‘a tremé ofice. - Her crew
had lost all ‘control over her—they

were tossing their hands in wild ago-
ny. Secarcely a moment elapsed gl.-
fore it was walled in by a hundred ice
hills, and the whole mass moved for-
ward and was soon lost beyond the ho-
rizon. That the galley of the narra.
tors escaped was indeed wonderful, Iy
remained, however, uncontradicted,
and the vessel of Raud was never more
seen,

Halla century after this a Danish
colony was established upon the west.
ern coast of Greenland. The crew of
the vessel that carried colonists thither,
in their excursions into the interior,
crossed a range of hills that stretched
to the northward. They had approach-
ed perhaps nearer to the pole than any
succeeding adventurers. Upon loaks
ing down [rom the summit of the hills,
they beheld a vast and almost inter-
minable field ol ice, undulating in va-
rious places, and formed into a thou-
sand grotesque shapes, They saw not
far from the shore the figure of an ice
vessel with a glittering icicle for a mast
rising from it. Curiosilr prompled
them to approach, when they beheld a
dismal sight. Figures of men in every
attitude of wo were upon the deck,
but they were icy things. One figure
alone stood erect, and with folded arms
leaned against the mast. A hatchet
was procured and the ice split away,
and the figure of a chieflain disclosed—
Palid and deathly, but free from decay.
This was doubtless the vessel and that
figure the form of Erick Raude. Be-
numbed with cold and in the agony of
dedpair, his crew had fallen around him.
He alone had stood erect while the
chill of death passed over him. The
spray of the ocean, the fallen sleet, had
frozen as it lighted upon them, and cov-
ered each figure with an icy robe,
which the short lived glance ofa Green-
land Sun had not time 1o remove, The
Danes gazed upon the spectacle with
trembling, They knew not but the
same might be their fate. They kneel-
ed down and uttered g prayer in their
native tongue for the souls of the de-
parted crew, and then hastily left the
place, for the night was fast approachs
ing.

From the Boflalo National Pilot.
Will Saltpetre Explode?

Since the great fire in New York,
and. the disastrous explosion which
took place there, the papers of that and
other cities have been much devoted
to queries, suggestions and theories re~
speciing the qualities and nature of
saltpetre and whether, under any cir-
cumstances, and il any, what, that sub-
stance can be made to explode. All
this, of course, had its origin in the fact
that the store which was blown up was
known to centain a large quantity of
of saltpetre,and wasnot known to con~
tain any gunpowder.

We have watched the discussions,
and waded through the ponderous col-
umns of matter upon this subject, with
no small degree of interest; and this
we have done from a conviction of the
high importance of the question to the
ublic; since it is mapifest toall, that,
if this substance can be made explosive
under circumstances such as ordinarily
pertain, to fires, it shou[d ‘prampdy be
put under. such proscription as shall
save towns and cilies from its direful
effects. .
The analysis of this substance doe
not produce explosive  substances, say
the chemists; and this fact, with' the

times burned, as has been believed,
with explosions of the most violent
kind, has served to involve the whole
question in the most positive state of
uncertainty. From this state, we have
seen nothing which appears 1o so near-
umhatmlia whole subject from dif-

\ty, as the statement of Mr: ‘A, A.
gam chemist, of Rexbury, Mass,
| That

.ﬁ:;?em we find in Iti'ap oston
3 and supposing it & reliable one,
nndmmu experiment, and not theory;

far as the eye coukd reach and byt fow

it may guide us-to the desired solution

EL.

other one, namély, that it has -m-ms you,
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of this much vexed question. Mr. Hayes
says: j

“Salipetre, or the nitrate of pofa
or soda, alene, does not  bugn, g:l e::'-!:
plode by heat, however intense, Jt
parts with one of its constitvents, oxy—
gen, by heat, and it is to the combinn-
tion of its oxygen with other bodies,
that it owes ils power of burning with
them. Wood and fibrous substances
do not burn with salipetre, until they
have become partially charred, thew
then produce deflagration,or burn with
RS Faali

“A large quantity of salipetre, en-
clpsed in gunny bagsi as ilipse‘usunll_v
stored, aficr fire 'was communicated to
it, woold bura with the bags, emitting
much smoke and sparks, preciselv as
paper, which has imbibed salipeire,
would. It would not be comsumed;
only the small quantity required to
burn wilh the bags, wou{i be changed,
Ifan addition of burning wood or char-
coal were made; to the extent of one
fifih the weight of saltpetre, an intense
and continued deflageration would re.
sult, ond all the salipetre would be
changed. No EXPLOSION WOULD ¥OLe
LOW FROM APPLYING PIRN TO MIXTURES
OF CHARCOAL OR WOOD AND SALTPETRE;
the rapid combustion called dcflagera~
tion, would be produced, but unlike ex-
plosion, time would be required for the
mutual actions, and where the quan-
tities were large, many hours would
be necessary, before they would cease.
The recent destruction of life and prop-
erty by fire in New York; the loss of
a homeward bound Indiaman and her
cargy, by a similar cause, hag created
an anxiely which has led to many en~
quiries, respecting the origin of the ex-
plosions, attending the burning of the
saltpetre. I need not remiad you of a
case which occurred at Central wharf,
about ten years since, when the Hart—
ford Packet was destroyed. The tes-
timony obtained in the last instance,
led me to make some experiments,
on the effects produced by dropping
waler on & burning mixture of salipe-
tre and charcoal, [t was ascertained
that a very small weight of waler,
relatively lo the saltpeire, caused ex.
plosions; which might be made success
sive, so0 long as the malerials remained.
The quantities of the substances acting,
being increased to between one and
two hundred pounds, the addition of
waler in form of spray, caused an ex-
plogion, which destroyed the vessel,
and shook all the buildiog in the vicini-
ty.. The temperature of a burning
mixture of saltpetre and charcoal, at
the points of contact, is superior to that
of ‘white hot’ iron, aud the form is that
of a bubbling fluid. Water, falling on
the mass, is instantly converied into
steam, having the elastic force of that
used in steam guns; oxcceding gun-
powder in destructive energy. ‘L'he
red hot particles, dispersed by the sud-
den action, pass over considerable spa-
ces, and the appearance of flame is
produeed.

“In cases where water fall on highly
heated polished surface, such as melted
glass, coEper or silver, steam is formed
rapidly, but sileatly; the water does not
touch the hot surface. The spreadi
of a film, or crust over the poluhg
surface, instantly alters its. relation to
water, and causessteam to form with
explosive violence, attended by a loud
report. Ido not hesilate in express.
ing my belief, that Lhe disastrous eflects
produced in New York, were caused
by water or other fluids falling on salt.
petre, while burning with the bags in-
vesting it. . The facts which I hava
stated, may have interest or importance
in connection with attempts made to
extinguish fire in buildings, containing
saltpetre. ‘The danger of throwing wa-
ter on the fire is manifest, while the
loss to the owner of the saltpetre would
dout’:'llen be greater by water than by
fire.

Woman, what aie you whippi

that child for;—For crying, dopp;';ﬁ
say? That is an original mode of clos-
ing the creature’s tear ducts—a pnew
way of assuaging infantile grief. Lit-
%ﬂ: reeches is crying because he feels
His only play-thing has
" ml"l irreparable dgndaget:ﬁd in
ia grief is poignant. Di expe-
rie'nge but aﬂiﬁ of the #ﬁ?whm&
now agitates his little bosom, you would,
sulk and sob for whole days, while he
blows it strait out, and in a few min-
utes it is over with him, Hoew would
you glike to. be whipped for indulging
in your peculinr giiefs in your own
way/? hAngl what tho hi&fmodah. do::
somewhat clamorous, at if he does
stand_ astaddle in the middle of the

oom,  flood, of tears washing clean

and he has as much right to feek -
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